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my weakness to Jack, and I saw him take bis
candle and go to his room with only a cheery
goodnight

Out in the inlaid ball the brasa lantern swing-
ing from tbe'ceiling ahed a dim and fitful light
on the floor. I stood under It for a moment,
looking cautiously around, and then feeling that
my fears were foolish I hurried into the dark-
ness. It seemed to me that I was ages in that
gloomy passage, though it was only a few yards;
and tbe noise of my own feet slipping
against the waxed wood made me start
and tremble nervously; as I flitted past the tall
statues sunk in their shadowy niches I saw some-
thing that made my heart stand still for very
terror; a figure in filmy white glided toward me;
now disappearing in the darkness, now eoming
out in the dim light, my knees shook to that
they knocked together and my bands felt like
ice. It was a woman I knew, but who who
had sny business in that hall at that hour of the
night? Nearer it eame and I shrank elose
against the wall, but my heart beat so loud that
I feared it would find me out; something a gust
of wind perhaps set the great brass lanterns
to swinging wildly, and tbe long
rays of light lit up the woman's face as
her gown almost touched my feet. I
covered my eyes, and with a suppressed
cry ran madly past the white shape, flying
wittly to my own door, where I fell moaning

and groping for the knob. My husband flung
open the door and picked me up in his strong
arms, while I cried, "Sybil Sybil she is co-
mingI saw ber!" .

"My own darling, yoa are safe nothing ean
hurt you here," be said, forcing some wine
down my throat and chafing my cold hands.
"What has frightened you, Ellis! Who bas told
you o Sy bill" and then I poured forth the con-
fused story old Dorine had told me and whis-
pered tn him of what I had seen,

"Is she alive?" I questioned.
He took my hand in bis and said very grave-

ly. "My dear child, she died years ago she can
not hurt yon now but I must speak to Dorino,
sbe bas presumed, too much," and a gleam of an-
ger shot from his blue gray eyes. I felt safe
there with him and I begged him to spare his
old servant, as she bad meant no harm; besides
I did not care about letting the others know
what a coward I had been, so we agreed to say
nothing about it; and I promised to be braver
in future, though after that I noticed that my
huaband always waited for me at night. Once
more the sunlight came to dispel my spectral
illusions and I would not own. even to myself,,
that I felt a good deal shaken by my last night's
encounter.

Life flowed on very quietly at Panola. John
was away all day and risitors were rare; so that
Jack took all the responsbility of amusing me
upon his own shoulders; and often, as he sat on
a low stool at my feet while I told him of the
frozen North, where tbe snow was so deep that
it could bury me, and the ice so thick it could
be built into a house, I caught Sara watching ns
from under ber heavy white lids and she re-
minded me more end more of cruel Sybil.

From my back window I could see the golden
Mississippi foaming and fretting against its
banks, and though the leree seemed high and
strong I thought John looked a little anxious
when I asked him if there was any dancer.

"There is the only thing to be feared," lie said
Sin ting to the treacherous bayou where poor

Clephane bad met her death, and which
now gleamed and writhed like a poisonous snake.
"If tbe river should rise suddenly the back-
water wiil swell the bayou, and if there is a
weak spot In the leree there will be a great deal
of damage done; bnt yon will be safe, little
woman don't turn so white! this house was
built for high water, and the rirer cannot reach
ns here."

I declared I was sot afraid, though I felt my
heart sink down, down, down, when he told me
he would have to go across tbe rirer on busi-ne- s,

and might stay a day or two.
"Yoa are a brare little wife," he said proudly,

as I made a poor attempt to conceal my ner-
vousness. "You hare plenty of grit, though
your little bands look like baby hands."

-- I am strong, though," I said confidently. "I
bare plenty of muscle!"

He laughed and drew me down on his knee and
said I was only a little child; but when he held
me elose to him and told me good bye. he whis-
pered, Takeeare of the children, Ellis, take
care of Jack!"

As it I eould take care of a big fellow like Jack!
But I felt flattered, nevertheless It was a
beary, sultry day, and I stood looking at the
white boat steaming out into tbe river and list-
ening to the distant plashing of the wheel as it
sent foam sprays out behind.

As I stood there. I saw Jack with a gun on
bis shoulder tramping along by tbe bayou, and
the sharp crack of his breech-loade- r told me
that some poor flying thing had fallen a victim
to his aim.

The air grew thicktr and hotter, and I noticed
great livid clouds banking themselves against
tbe horizon; now and then an ominous peal of
distant thunder came rolling and rumbling
nearer and nearer, and Sara crept elose to my
side, ber face as white as ber dress, and ber long
black hair dinging in damp masses to ber
forehead. Suddenly a sound, sharp and quick,
like a rifleshot, trorht ms to cj fstt, tzi X
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ren waited to greet me. - Sara eame forward '
beautiful Sara but I involuntarily shrunk
back as she stretched out a slender jeweled
hand; she waa the counterpart of tbe woman in
the picture and though I tried to say some-
thing pleasant in answer to her cold wel-
come the words and the smile
would - cot coma and she must have
thought me stiff acd ungracious. I was so ab-

stracted that I hardly noticed Jack, who I know
now was lored by bis father above all other
earthly possessions, and when I took ray nlace
at tho head of the table my hand trembled so
that 1 spilled tho coffee over the white damask.
No one seemed to observe it, and I shrank fur-
ther behind the tall silver nrn while my hus-
band questioned his children about tbe neigh-
bors and the neighborhood in general, and told
funny little incidents of our journey home.
John's profession necessarilj took him from
home a great deal, and, wben he said to me,
after breakfast, "Now, my little Ellis, I must
go and see all my patients to-da-y; they thins: I
have left them too long;" I nodded
my head cheerfully and helped him
on with his things, so that be would not see tbe v

tears that would come in my eyes at tbe pros--

pect of staying there all day without bim. I
stood on tbe long porch listenioc to the faint
echoes of his horse's hoofs, when Jack eame and
took possession of me took me to see the ken-
nels where a half dozen dogs
stood tugging viciously at their chains; then
showed me the stables and the doctor's favorite
horse. A powerful black beast stood on its
hind legs and plunged forward as we went in,
so that I drew back with a scream.

"It is only Tasba's way," Jack lauched; "he
is Sara's horse."

MBut can she ride that!" I gasped.
"Oh yes; Sara goes in for that sort of thing;

likes dangers of any description; though," he
added carelessly, "her woman's nature crops out
in a storm; then she shrieks and covers up her
head just like other girls."

But I thought as I looked at his slender, sensi-
tive face and large soft eyes that be should have
been tbe girl, and something in tbe turn of his
head and his bright chestnut curls, reminded
me of my husband, so that then and there myt
heart went out to Jack and we were the best of
friends. That night as Sara eat before
the warm wood fire, with ber slender feet
resting on the brass fender and her white
bands clasped round ber knees, Jaca came
softly behind and put his hands over her eyes;
1 thought she would fling them aside io anger,
and I wondered that he dared to offer ber
familiarities; but she only laughed a little, and
throwing her arms around hit neck drew his
pale face down close to her own warm cheek. I
was surprised to see how all the coldness had
melted from ber face, and how soft ber eyes
could be aa sbe caressed his bright curls. My
husband was reading his letters and he bad
brought one for me, but while I held it open be-
fore my face I could only watch those two and
wonder If they knew how I longed for their love
and confidence, and if they did know would they
give it to me?

Jack seemed to divine my thoughts, and, loos-
ening Sara's clasp, knelt down on tbe rug at my
feet, saying cheerily: ''Can't you tell us what
you are thinking about, little mother!1

Tbe doctor looked up with a pleased smile,
and I felt all the color mounting to my cheeks
at this unexpected name; my heart beat so high
in my tbroat that I eould not speak and my eyes
were full of tears. I wanted to claep tbe boy to
my heart and tell bim how I longed to be a real
mother to him; bow I would like to make my
step-childr- en my very own, but Sara's cold eyes
were fixed upon me, stopping the unspoken
words on my lips, and all that fcoulday was:
"I was thinking of of home.''

"Is not this your home, Ellitr mr husband's
voice sounded elose to me. "You hare no other
home now, little wify!" and he threw his arm
round my shoulder and I laid my cheek against
his breast, while Sara left the fireside and
glided from the room.

Jack had a beautiful tenor voice, and in the
long evenings we sung together, my husband
leaning back in his easy chair, listening approv-
ingly, and Sara in her favorite attitude before
the hre, her eyes looking into space; often after
John had gone to lie down and Sara had left us
alone we still looked over the old songs in tbe
musie rack, or I played a bar or two
over and over again. It had grown
quite late, while wo had lingered over
tbo piano, and tbe wind was howling
round the house and dashing the rain against
the window panes. Jack had found a treasure
hidden among tne muMa pages, and spreading it
out before him toucbel tbe keys tenderly and
sung, "Jeacnette." that most plaintive of songs.
The soft, sad music rose and fell like a requiem,
and Jack sang on forgetful of everything else
till the last note trembled and died away, and
as the wcrds fell on my ear, '

"You have tangled my life in your hair, Jeannette!

somehow I thourht of that dead Madam Cle-phao- e,

with her long yellow hair tanglsd among
the rushes.

The fire on the hearth bad erumblsd Into
ashes, and as I beard tbe moaning of the wind I
shuddered at tbe idea of traversing that dark,
winding hall alone, jet I hattd to te-aow-

lsdj

"My darling. I know you must be worn out, I
will send Dorine with a glass of wine," and my
husband kissed mo tenderly, then left me alone
with my thoughts.

X hid just com with him from the eold North
to his warm Southern Lome, and I loosed to
stretch out my arms to his children and tell
Item tow I eould love them for thoir dear
fathers sake; hut tt was late when the boat
stopped at the landing where the willow trees
hong their heads till they dipped into the yollow
waters of the Mississippi; the old colored drirer
was doiin on the carriage, for he rubbed his
eyes vigorously when my husband called Lis
name, and when I was comfortablr ensconced
in the roomy, musty smelling vehicle, a feeling
of longing for the bright heme I had left came
surging up in my heart

Welcome to Panola!" John said, as we drove
ia through the wide arched gateway and under
the tail trees where the long moss swept sgainst
the windows, and swayed and nodded in the
white moonlight; John had his arm around me,
and as the carriage stopped with a jerk, he
pushed open the door and I looked curiously at
the low, rambling structure, built high above
the damp earth, which in futnre I was to call
home.

The broad stone steps were cracked and moss-grow- n,

eo that I had to lean on my husband's
arm to keep from slipping, and I started as the
heavy door opened with a creaking noise, and
an old. very old, yellow woman, with a face like
parchment, courteeied again and again; I looked
beyond, but saw nothing of bia two children,
and wondered if they would not bid us welcome.
I thought I noticed a shade of disappointment
pass over John' kindly face, but he seid noth-
ing, only looked down in my eyes as we followed
the old woman with the light and asked gently.

Will my little bird be happy In my nest do
you thir r I can make you happy, EllisH And I
tiueezvl his big. strong hand silently, and he
smed quite satisfied with that mode of an-
swering.

Wben he left me slone in that great eerie room
where the canopy bed looked in the dim light
like a gigantic hearse, and all the corners looked
like dark chasms, I felt singularly nervous and
almost sprang from my chair as I saw the door
swing softly open: but the next moment I felt
ashamed of myself, as it was only the old

Dorine, with a waiter of things for
me. She set it down on the carved rosewood
table and brought a wax candle in a silver
eandlebra, which shed a soft light on the pretty
painted china and' qusint chased silver dishes.
Then, as I threw o3 my bonnet and loosed my
furs, for aven there in the South the Janu-
ary nights are cold and penetrating, she
rested her skinny! hands on her hips and her;
doll, lead-colore- d eyes lastened themselves
eagerly on my face.

"You'se moughty putty, honey, wid all deta
yaller curls roan' you face! You puts me in
mio'o' Marse log am Clephane's secon' wife;
3IarisIog'am 'uz Marse John's grampaw dat
'uz long time aeo I rekin!1 and she showed two
Ion sr. fane-lik- e teeth in an unpleasant smile:
then she reached oat and softly Uid her band
on mine, eo that a little shiver of distrnst passed
over me. "Marse John mou2hty kin man; I
nosed him w'en he 'uz er baby, bat dat don'
bolp yo' none dem leetle white ban's o' yo'ne is
too much like Madam. Clephane's. Aia' yo'
nuver heerd dat no (Henbane cyarn ma'y twice?"
and she bent her head till her eyes were close to
mine.

"Why not. DorineH I asked, impulsively.
'Pasa Haa's mr hm." aha whlsnereJ. hisainfflv.-- - " -- jmj 1

"whut comes on de seeon' wife; I'm a gwine ter
tell yo' 'bout hit case lse 'feared ter go ter my
grabe wid hit a layin' on my eonshunce;" here
she panted and listened intently for a moment
while I lifted a glass of wine to zny lips; the
warm juice of the grape seemed to send strength
to my chilled body and, though at first I had
shrunk from this hideous old woman, now I

oer from under my half-close- d lids; she pos-
sessed a strange fascination for me, doubtless
because she was so different from onr conven-
tional eerTanta in the North, so I said, 'Go on!"
and she began to talk eagerly, her cracked
voice penetrating like a knife:

Mats .T'tpow k 'boTit de COSS, but be
don b'lievo iu nuttm' like dat, eu w'en I axed
Mis Sa'ab ter write en baig him ter 'member

, bit she jes' low I mus' ted' ter my own bizness,
en das all I could git out er her. Marse lng'am
Clcnhane he libbed rizbt byah in dis room en be
'uz alluz specious en kin o' kep" hisse'f ter bis-s-e'f

en nobody dassent come a nigh him 'cepin'
Miss Sybil she Tnz he fas' wife sister en she
eot er heap o' tto by Marster. He keep' he two
Chilian off at school en Miss Sybil kep' house fur
bim. GemmenI she 'uz high! wid her coal-bla-ck

hyah en dem beeg eyes o' hern, en time en
axin I seed her come en stan by Marster en
twia he hvar roun' her finger, den he'd kotca
her ban' in his'o en hoi' hit dab 'thout sarin' er
word. Marster's han' 'uz white, like er 'oman's
a 1es ez sof ez er babv's.

'Marse lng'am done said he ux gwine down
tsr N'y'orleens en we'n he come back he say he
'uz gwine't breng somepm' fur Miss Sybil, den
be laff fit ter kill hissf. Marster 'uz mooghty
pu'tty man w'en he laff, en Miss Sybil she
thank so. too. Well, wen he come back alias
Svbil she 'us a paein up en down de long gal'ry
wid her raid cloak wropped roun her, en her

vea ies' a shinin' like fire-coal- s. I seed de
cv'aee comin' np wid Marse lng'am in hit, en
den 1 seed him holoin' out er leetle lady wid
long yaller byar en beeg brack eyes en Marster
say sor like:

'Sybil, dis am mr wife. Madam Clephane;
yo' know I promised ter breng yo' home some-pi- n'

ocusuil.'
"Miss SrbU she get whiter en de marble

steps, nut sbeheltout her ban' en say, Yo air
mos' welcome. Madam Clephane.

"Somehow I knowed Miss Sybil hated de
Madam, en 'pear like Madam know hit too, fur
she dropped her eves en her leetle mouf'oz a
tremblin', do' she let Miss Sybil shake her ban'

n dan marster nit he arm roun' her en aay, Yo'
air tired, darlin'; yo' will 'sense us, Sybil, but my
wife's er dilicate leetle flower en den he follered
bar ter dev room.

I 'uz getherin' np de bags en ban' boxes, but
I kep' in at Miss Sybil, en Gawd! de way

mmma rS Krn 'nz After BIT T0
Madam! hit made me feel kin' o creepy all o'ber;
den she clutched dem fistises o hern tergyedder
en say boaree-like- :

Cuss vo' In ram Clphane! Gawd te heaven
euss yo' en yo' secon' wife!' en Turn de way I felt
do blood eordliu rounr my reart, i jcuowea ue
mm Ann fil f a on de Madam.

I 'ni her maid, en eberr day I 'ould bresh
out her lotg yaller hyar en den fix hit in er loop

- An Inn r hr hftid like Marster lobbed ter see
hit: dsn he'd Din a raid rose in her dress agin'
h er white naik. en dem two 'ould walk in de
rrarden en fnm time ter time yo could hyah
Marster lalt like be 'uz pintedly tickled 'bout
somepir.' 'nudder.

"But Marster had ter leab de Madam er heap
ter herse f while he 'uz out on de plantation, en
she kin o' tnk er fancy for walkin by de by'er a

- singin ter herse'f; den in de ebenln' w'en I 'oz
oudressin' her shed whiiper, 'I hyah de wares.
Darine. lsrnin'. larDin'. eloste unner my win
ner: dee air comin' ter git me oh, Dorine, don
yo' byah 'em for me en Sybil's

so loudr en she'd clutch at me wid her
leetla thin ban's, en her cheeks like
Cre.

Wen I seed how onreslesscn narvous she 'uz
rutin'. I set dah wid her tel marster come, en
'fo' de mawnin' broke her lettle baby done come
en she had ter hab hit layed up long side o nor,
wid marster ez nroud ez er peacock.

"I nnTer seed mueU o' Miss Sybil, bnt I
knowed hit went mouchty hard wid her ter see
de madam iu sich good sperits wid de fines' baby
dee done been In de fambly yit

--Marster use' ter come en sit 'side da Madam's
oaid en 'rear like he lub her so he don' wan' ter
git out o' Her ei-bt- ; she 'uz ve'y pale en thin, but

- seem like she 'uz tho Ir satusSed en gittin' better
sense Miss Srbil nuver come in de room, but
ies' sent ter az how sbe wuz. Wen sho 'uz able

' ter git about sgin Marster use' ter cyar her out
k on de gai'ry en den I come long totic' de baby

en she d look out yander at de by'er wbar de
waU--r 'uz frsttin' hitse'f gin' de lebby, en some-
time I seed her lookaway, ease her eyes uz
brim full o' tears: Marster nuver seed 'em, she
sutt'nly wuz happy case she knowed Marster set
all de sto' in de woiT br ber.

'One day w'en Siarster 'na away Madam ssy
she feel so strong dat she gwine't walk 'long de
Uhhr a she tol me to wroo up de baby en gib
Urn ter her. I oz p'intedly troublous ter see

. her a ga:o' all by herse f, but sbe say she jes
w.' ter see bow far she kin go, en she worn
eared by herse'f. I teed her welkin closte ter

Je by'er lookin'dewn io de brack water, en I
eluded to toiler long ln her. so'st ef she rot
tired I'd take de baby; bat jee den 1 byah d
somebody a eallin' me en M'.as Sybil eoine out
on de gal'ry en say I mus' ten' ter somepin in
d kom. r.immcn! w'en Miss Sybil guv her
awders don nobody dar go sgin' em; so I lef de
Madam out dah to herse r.

'I fooled roun tn de hoose and pit thinrs ter
rights es brier ez I could, 'case Z done kotched
er elimrse o Mixa Sybil a walkin' down de Italia
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saw the black clouds) rifted br a flash of light
that seemed to open into God's king-
dom itself; for a moment after
I could not see, and my head - spun round and
round; then all was clear again; and I aaw Sara
lying face downward on the sofa; I thonght she
was hurt, but sbe motioned me away wben I
came near her; so I stood and watched the rain,
which now came in white sheets of foam, whirl-
ing and dashing against the windows. As I
stood there, fascinated by the lightning, which
flared tip like tongues of Are in the darkening
sky, it seemed to me that sv familiar voiee at my
elbow said, "Take care of Jack!"

I started and looked around, but only Sara lay
quietly on the sofa, and I thought my ears must
have deceived me.

Then I remembered how I bad seen Jack
walking away by tbe bayon, and my husband's
warning came to me just as a terrible noise rose
like tbe bellowing and roariag of mad bulls, and
far off np the level road I eonld see a waving
mass cf foam creeping nearer and nearer every
moment.

"Jack!" I gasped, wildly; "he is oat there in
the storm! Ob, John, John, I have not kept my
promise! I have not taken care of yoor boyl"
And I looked despairingly oat at the distant
bayou leaping and sparkling between its banks,
but rising higher and higher. I rung the bell
furiously, and old Dorine hobbled in, her teeth
chattering with fear.

"Oh, Miss Sa'ah. I ain' seed sich astawnsence
de Madam died oh, Miss Sa'ah!" she whimpered
piteously.

"Where are the servants!" I asked, hoarsely
"Ben, Ammon and tbe rest wnere are tbeyf'
"Gone 'crost de by'er in de el'& she mut-

tered.
1 felt all the blood rushing away from my

heart as she spoke. The bayou ran through my
husband's plantation, and now we were' cut off
from everyone we three this feeble old wom-
an and Sara and I.

I wrapped a long cloak ronnd me and over my
hair, for I felt determined to prove myself
worthy of my bnsband's trust, and taking the
key of tbe boat-bous- e, I hastened down the
slippery steps, out across the rain-soake- d yard.
I felt that I must get across the bayou and send
some one to look for Jack.

Blinded by the rain, I fumbled with the great
key till finally it grated in the lock and the door
awung open. I selected a pair of stout oars and
waded through the mud to the levee, where a
skiff was tied and now swayed madly by the
current, it tugged and rattled the rusty iron
chain. Something behind me eame splashing
through tbe wet reeds, and I eould
scarcely repress a cry of astonishment when I
saw Sara, wrapped in a long, red eloak. 'her
dark eyes staring hopelessly at me; and aven in
that awful moment I remembered that Sybil
wore such a cloak, and ber cruel faeo rose be-
tween Sara and me. But I could not but
pity her when she took her place in the boat and
said, sadly, "I could not wait at home you
know Jack was all I bad!"

She held the chain till I eould erawl into tbe
skiff; then it slipped through tbe iron ring and
we were at the mercy of the current; our little
bark spun round and round, and Sara's strong,
white fingers grasped the oar till it bent like a
reed against tbe pressure of the water, then we
righted ourselves and shot out into deep water,
swiftly, silently, down to the river. Slender
saplings lifted their heads in front of us, but we
bnrriel past them, and sometimes poisonous
vines trailed across our boat as we sped down
the dark bayou.

Tbe river was spreading wider and wider, and
as we flew beneatn the bending willow trees we
saw tbe negroes in the quarters making for
their Cat boats, and, though we called and
waved to them, they either eould not or would
not see us. On each side of us tall trees were
spreading their branches, and the long black
moss brushed now and then against our white
faces. The rain bad ceased failing, bnt tbe air
was thick and heavy, and as I looked before me
at the huge black logs lying in the whirling
water and the slimy crawling things running on
the tree trunks, 1 thought with a thrill of fear
of dead Madam Clephane caught there among
the rushes.

"You loved him. too," Sara said, suddenly
breaking the awful stillness. "Oh Jack. Jack

my brother!" she cried bitterly, while tears
ran down my faee; and for the first time I felt
that Sara was a woman and had a heart like
other people. I could not speak my sympathy,
but I think she saw it shining in my eyes.
Then suddenly she dropped her oar and leant for-
ward whiter than deatn itself We bad eome to
a part of the bayou where tbe waters were too
deep to fathom, and where tbe willow branebee
swayed and dipped far down below the sur-
face, and there, high np on an end of a log
which peeped out abore the water stood Jack's
dog, cowering, and moaning, and pawing at
something white that Coated among the willows.
I beard a mighty roaring in my . ears, and I
stretched out my hand to feel, then I fell sense-
less in the bottom of the boat, and knew no
more till I woke in a room at home with lay
husband bending over me, forcing sonsthin be-
tween my teeth.

At first I forgot why I was there: thra it &U
erzu bis u cs, tzl I tzizti, cy trrllir

bands to my eyes, crying "Jack! Jack! Poor
John! Ob, I tried to uke care of him, John!"

My husband soothed me gently and told me I
was the bravest little woman in the world, and
when 1 tried to speak be only laid his band on
my lips till I was strong enongh to sit np; then
they opened tbe blinds, throwing in a flood of
light, and I heard a voice that set my heart to
beating quickly, saying: "Little mother, look
up here a old Jaek in tbe 'flesh!" And I gave a
joyful cry as Jack stood by the bed.

Sara told me afterward how she ssxr him
straggling to get hold of a stout willow twig and
how she called to bim to give htm strength and
eonrage. Somehow she got the boat close to
him and be and Retriever crawled in and lay
there faint and 6ick, till far up the bayou Sara
saw a skiff eoming; and when it got closer she
saw her father sitting in the stern. He bad got-
ten home sooner than he expected; and had eome
sat to look for us alL

I was still so weak that I eould not more, and
they Were all so kind to me that I think I en-
joyed being an inralid. I noticed that I was
not in my own room and they told me that dur-
ing the storm the picture of Sybil bad fallen
from its niche and bad been shattered into
atoms.

"An so dat takes off de cuss," Dorine whis-
pered confidentially. .

Wben I was well enough to get np, Sara and
Jaek and my dear, thoughtful husband escorted
me to my own room, where the most wonderful
change had taken place; all tbe old beary fur-
niture was gone and the loreliest carred rose-
wood and gilt had taken its place; flowers clus-
tered In tbe china vases and flowers were
painted on the wall; and above the mantel in the
niche where Sybil's cruel eyes had followed me
and made my flesh creep, mr own face smilsd
down, only so very much prettier.

"From a photograph, my little one!9 John
proudly explained, and it all seemed so much
like a dream that I let him fold me in bis arms,
where I cried for very joy.

My life at Fanola was cbsnged like my room,
and all the dark and gloomy fancies passed
away like muddy waters, leaving the green
buds beneath, and I often wondered how it was
that Sara bad ever reminded me of Sybil, only
in her beauty.

One erening as we sat together she came and
knelt by my fide. "Little mother," she whis--

Krd, "1 havo a confession to make do yoa
in ghostsr '

And then it all flashed through my mind that
Sara had frightened me the night I thought I
aaw Sybil, and to spare ber tbe pain of confess-
ing I said, "No, I have never seen a ghost.

"But yon thought sd oncer
"I thought a great many things, dear Sara, In

.those days, wben I first came here, but now I
know that my foolish fancies have been tanned
away by your love, and I am happier than I ever
dreamed of being."

Then, as we silently kissed each other, the
golden sunshine fell brightly athwart our faces,
and the smell of the cape jasmine eame through
the open windows of my beloved Panola.

The Very Latest Cosmetic
Kew Orleans TimeiDemocrat.

Every woman who bas stepped beyond the
barrier of age defined by her teens remembers
vividly, sensations connected with ber first
wrinkle. The initial and almost indiscernible
line that time spins across an elastic skin is
fine and delicate as a gossamer thread, and for
months remains a profound seeret to all
save its owner's heart and mirror. No one
except the woman herself knows wben age throws
out its first survey of territory that no mortgage
nor title can ultimately withhold, for when tbe
honest sun confesses tbe moo star's claim she
develops resources hitherto undreamed, of. As
a rule, the hateful web falls first around tbe
eyes, and runs in an irregular net-wor-k on both
sides of the lips. It is said that Mrs. Laogtry
bas at last discovered a sure preventive of these
lnfinitessimal wrinkles, supposed to be fatal to the
fairest, silkiest skin in tne unequal climate of
America. It seems that a wandering American
who had lived many years iu Persia and had
lately succumbed to tbe promptings of home-
sickness waa brought to call and drifted into
talk of tbe manners and customs of that Eastern
land. Incidentally be mentioned that the Persian
women ward off wrinkles by applying uneooxed
veal to their faces, and no sooner had be shut
tbe front door than one of tbo footmen was on
his way to tbe nearest ment f hop. There he
procured several broad, thin strips of veal, and
Mrs. Laogtry, giving orders for "not at borne"
to every one, retired to ber chamber, disposed
herself on tbe lounge, and, with hereountensneo
entirely covered with veal, allowed herself to be
read to sleep by her maid. Ever since then sbe
has, throughout all her travels, gone through,
this performance twice a week, and finds her
skin unfurrowed by any new insignia of tbe
psssjng years. Age, of course, is inexorable;
but VeaL tt appears, will postpone the evil day.

' r Torturing a Romeo.
Fhi!ad!jh(a Kortb Amtricsu. '

Csw unreal are sometimes tbe caresses ef
Eons and Juliet) Frederick Padding is

Ucrrts who dida't get eloa- - rlntly with
jL."trt: Zlizi rjj tb Jdu Tl;:y Inn j-- :t

got back to town after a tour whltb- - began .larl
autumn, and during nearly the whole tie's the- -
were . at odds.. ..Ths first fa-ll- n- oat
occurred before they bad been rly
ing mimic lovers for a weet Hi;3
Mather is sa'd to have thereupon declared war.
Sbe would make hie experience as her sUrts
lover quite tie opootjte of what it sotmed to ts
to the audience. Paulding is a mild-mannere- d,

good-nature- d sort of a fellow, and not at all tbo,
man to fight back against a woman. Iti4ds--.
clarod that right after nicht ahe plaesd a ncra- -

ber of pins in ber Juliet costume, eo that whta
be, as IlomeC, had' to warmly embrace her, ho
was bound io Scratch his bands. It was Ltrt
habit, too, to bang her bead on bis bosom, whll
seeming to recline erer so gently, go thtt tht
breath was knocked out of his lures, end M
elocution waa thereby ruined. Another
genious deviee of the actress was to tlmt tbo
heels of her slippers on bis toes, knowirj tbtt:
they were very rich with corns, and tbns tcrt-- 7-

ing him with her weight while be was cozx;&'l'
tospsakthe most sentimental and patric'i '.

language to her. Things on tbe stage are c:
what they set m to observers in tbe auditories. '

Mayor. Cha pin's Beautiful Tftfs.
Brooklyn Eagl-s- .

What a handsome couple, to be cure, t'.3
Honor and Mrs. Chapin make! As they sat cr.
tho reviewing; staod opposite Washington Pari: j
they were objects of admiration for a multitude.'
The Mayor, erect, dicnifiedw almost austere at
times, bore himself with lees than bia habitual
reserve, and pleasantly greeted all who came
within reach ct his cordial handshake. Mrs.
Cbapin shone as brilliantly as a eonsttllaticn oa
an August niht Arrayed in a costume of light
summer mot ruin r, which ornamented ber ;

faultless figurs to perfection, she was as grace-
ful, modest, and irenerally attractive as anrl
lady who ever appeared here in public. IovidV
ions comparison of tbo respective charms c?
Mesdamea Chspin and Cleveland would be tm-- 1
gallant. It Will not be out of order, however, '
to say that tbiy are both remarkable types or,
American beauty. In their general style they
bear a striking resemblance. Both are tall,
shapely and Impofingly tnajestie. Mrs. Clave
land ia a trite more robust, perhaps
than Mrs. Chapin; but the Mayor's wife is it.1l
from fragile. Iler cheeks blend the colors c'J
perfect health, and br eyes are lustmous wit!
tbe sparkle of youthful vitality. She carries
her bead alertly poised on a neck that wonld
drive a sculptor into rhapsodies. There is about
her manner an admiring charm that irresistibly
attracts tbe admiring approval of the bachelor.
She is as refined and cultivated as she is at-
tractive in prson, and is, moreover possessed of
a Wonderfully bright intellect that invests her
conversation with a bnlli&ney that ia alr.cn
overpowering.

A Itemlniicebce of an Editor.
Bonton Ilersld.

Forty years and more ago the late Dr. PJphy,
for many years literary editor of the New Yora
Tribune, and Mr. Charles A. Dana, tbe well'
known editor of the New York Sun, were prom-
inent members of tbe famous 13 rook Farm com
munity. A new bouse Lad just been built, an- -

as it was to furnish sleeping aceommod4ticc3
only, it was built noon ailla placed upon ttoground, without acy cellar or stone fonndticna.
It was occupied by Dr. Iiipley, Mr. Dana asseveral other bathe'or members of the eononuuy. oaturuay aicernoon was, even at thatc'y
day, recognized as a sort of half hoiidar, andtbe membrs were io the habit cf dsvetm .
a visit to Boston to call upon friends and nakanecessary purchases. Late one Saturday
night Dr. Ripley returned from the cny b- -i
found it impoisible to get into tbe house.' Thadoor would not open, neither would tbe win-dows. Examination and Inquiry ahowed that,during tbe abseneo of his associates Hr Daul
bad suddenly eome to tbe conclusion hat tZbouse needed a cellar, and, auirio-th- e illto the word, had provided himself with pick Jrd
shovel and set to work slceU fta1
did not produce much cf a cellar, but hi m:aged to let down one eorner f the tbcuse soio sun every aoor ana Window -- bind"hope of cpomcs. It was ,o tboronch'y c""actensticof the man. whom the?and wuom they tad practically a-e"-

t-r"

better cr for worse, tha ki. .
smiled, and on Monday morgf-- ?undo the damage, ha
the corner" "7 c;i

Object, to ra:icl of th0 0.London Troth.
The Archbishop of Par! V . .

c 7 ""naaies or the r- - nsing in it. The "Iteccicra 3 O
underaimilar ecndiu0, . V? J V'tVcathedral, in Italy thallacrnrjlsa itcn rKJ-tJ- :' -

Pittibnrg Chronicle.
A man ill with c ' 1:certain your-- : r:: 1 ceacee tr.s 1- -

cf tt3rv-:;-r- : -

paf tsf de lstby whar I knowed de Madam wuz:
howanmedever, I seed ber come back agin en jit
I ain seed nuttin'o de Madam en time I gotter
gittin' skeerd. Miss Sybil eome tor me wid her
long raid eloak flytn' roun her. en sbe say:

'W e mus' look for yo' ilistis she done been
gone too long!'

"ns nurried down ter der oy er de war I sed
Madam go, but Miss Sybil she kep' in front all
de way. Wen we come whar de willers growed
out In de water en de Tines 'uz creepin'like
snakes, I seed her tb'ow her ban's en sbe guv en
screech; my heart had done Jumped np in my
tb'oat. en 'oz beatin' so fas' I couldn't sea'eely
see, but I knowed Miss Sybil 'oz stannin oat on
er wilier linv lookin' down in de water en dah
wnz de Madam wid all her long, yaller hyar tan-
gled np in de vines en de baby laym' close up ter
her breas'; but bofe on 'em 'uz stiff and dead.

'Feared like ter me hit ez euros de way
Madam'us kotched in dem rushes, but she look
so peaceful en cam like, I knowed hit 'oz de bes"
fur her en dat leetle baby o hern. Miss bybil she
sent out Unc' Jesse, en twixt us cyard 'em en
layed 'em out on dis ve'y baid; den Marster
eome home en he nuver said nuttm' but shet
hisse'f no wid de po' lettle Madam, en when he
eome out er dat room he hyar 'uz whiter 'en de
cotton-plan- t

The old woman drew a lone breath and
glanced anxiously around the gloomy room as if
in fear of listeners.

"And where is Sybil?' I questioned eagerly.
Dorine pointed abore me.

"Dah she isr
I conld not repress a startled cry as I looked

in the direction she pointed ana saw, smiling
down from the tarnished frame, the most cruelly
beautif q1 face I erer looked upon.

"Dey cyarn' git dat picter down 'thout tar'in'
de wall hits fastened in." she whispered.

"But ahe is dead! I asked. "She must be
dead, it ia so long ago! How old are you. to
know so much so far back!" And I looked at
her shriveled face and deep-se-t eyes; but she
seemed to draw away from my searching glance
and only said, in a more matter-of-fac- t manner:

"1'se er ole 'oman, ma'am I gwine ax yo' par-
don fur speechifyin' so mueh en' ef yo please,
ma'am, don' tell Marse John nuttin' 'bout ole
Dorine's talk; he don'like sich doin'sen " she
held up her hand warningly as the door opened
and my husband came and asked ma if Dorine
had made me comfortable. 1 could hare told
him that Dorine had made me somewhat uncom-
fortable for the time being, but I recollected my
promise to the old woman so I smiled np in his
dear faee and he drew my head on his breast
and told me how he wanted me to be the hap-
piest woman in the world in my new home, and
when 1 looked around again Dorine bad gone,
but the cruel eyes of the woman in the picture
seemed to sink into my very heart.

AH night I dreamed of the rushing of many
waters, and woke moaning and crying to find
myself In my husband's strong arms.

"Ob, John, I am so g'ad you are hereno one
can hurt me now;" and he laughed and said:

"Of course not. yon little goose! Yon must
be dreaming bad dreams the fatigue cf tparol-
ing has been too mueh for you, darling.

"Bnt your children. John, will they dislike
mef I want to make them love me. I want to be
a mother to them," I whispered anxiously, and
then 1 shuddered as 1 saw in the dim moonlight
Sybil's eyes fastened noon me while a weird
smile seemed to illuminate the dark: faee.

Why. my little one." John said.and I knew he
was smiling. "Sara is twice as tall as yon and
looks a great deal olden I am afraid you will
have to content yourself with being a sister to
her."

"Isn't there a little boyr I questioned, tim- -

Yes Jack only he is not such a very little
boy; be is sixteen, and seems much older in
some ways yoa are choosing a strange time
for discussing my family are yon not, my little
oner

John said lightly, but seeing my nervous hu-

mor he kindly talked to me till I grew quiet
again, and I woke with a start to find the bright
sunshine streaming through the slits in the Ve-

netian blinds, and Dorine standing at my bed-

side with a tiny cup of colfee.
The warm light of day seemed to have ban-

ished all the gruesome fancies of the night bo-for- e,

and I smiled as I looted at the old woman's
drawn and wrinkled face which had seemed so
repulsive to me at first. When I had brushed
the tanrles out of my curliog hair and dressed
myself in a soft clinging morning gown my hus-
band tapped at the door with a cluster of rosea
for me.

"ilow lovely," I cried; "and ia winter, too
havo we a green-house-

, Johnl
"We don't need green houses in the South,

darling; we always hars the flowers and the
sunshine don't you tbiak our Southern land is
blessedP

"In more ways than one." I said gaily, as I
pinned tbe roses against my bosom.

"Our roses nerer die," John said softly, "and
onr women never grow old to their husbands."

that a woman should ask i to be ever young ia
the man sbe lores."

He led me through the wide inlaid balls, and
pushing back the beary portieres I found myself
la the) breakfast room where my two step-chi- li

I


